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after ten minutes. Then would begin a scrambling
and a bickering, half-subdued, between the elder
ones for the seat on the driver's board, and sly digs
and kicks among the rest of us for the superior seats
amongst the luggage.

Once I remember howling very loudly indeed
and father, preoccupied with what he regarded
as a restive steed, just yelled over his shoulder:
"For goodness' sake kick him somebody." I can
imagine his chagrin had anybody carried out his
behest. Nobody kicked, however, but his interven-
tion brought peace to the family for at least a few
minutes.

Despite the bustle and excitement at Waterloo
station father never forgot the workers. On the
platform he would take us along to the engine telling
us all about the work of the driver and fireman,
and trying to explain the mechanism of the engine.
Even the guard received his share of attention.
When the whistle sounded and the journey began
he would start us all singing:

Three cheers for the engine-driver
Three cheers for the engine-driver
Three cheers for the engine-driver
Early in the morning.

We understood this part of the song; the engine-
driver was our hero and we sang with gusto to the
tune of "What shall we do with a drunken sailor",
but when it came to the chorus: